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Blood and Chocolate 


Blood and Chocolate 


Disclaimer: This story is a work of fiction. 
| noticed no one had written a Nine Inch Nails fic, so decided | write one. This fic also features Amy Lee for 


Evanescence. Contains BDSM, not pretty and a little dark. 


Trent's fingers loosened the laces of Amy's corset. Amy was breathing heavy due to her sexual yearning and 
the fact that it was hard to breath wearing a corset. Trent undid the last lace and slipped it off Amy. He 
brought his hand to her and lightly traced her blood red lips with his finger. He placed the palm of his hand on 
her lips and moved it across her face, smuding her red lipstick. Tears fell from her eyes; Trent was always 


rough with her. 


Red lipstick was smudge across her left cheek and chin. Black eyeliner was dripping down her cheeks from her 
tears. Trent leaned forward and kissed her, biting her bottom lip in the process. Amy struggled in his grip, but 
Trent held onto her tightly. Amy liked the pain, but sometimes she had trouble dealing with and it was up to 
Trent to keep her in place. 


Trent laid Amy down on the bed, his eyes taking in every inch of her creamy naked body. Her nipples were 
firmly erect and so dark, that they reminded Trent of freshly spilled blood. Her pubic hair was dark, curly, and 
soft. Amy's ebony hair fell over her shoulders, contrasting with her white skin. Trent was holding handcuffs in 


his hands, which sent shivers through Amy. She loved how the metal cuffs bit into her skin, making her bleed. 


Trent hooked her right hand to the bed post, then her left. He tugged on the cuffs making sure they were 


secure. Amy's first instinct was to fight the restraints, which in the end only left marks on her skin 

"Stop struggling," Trent commanded. 

Trent was wearing leather pants and leather gloves. Amy liked the way leather felt against her skin. Trent 
moved his leather covered hands along her body until he reached her pussy. Amy tensed and pulled on her 
restraints as he inserted a leather covered finger into her cunt. He moved his finger in and out of her until 


his leather glove was covered with her juices. 


Amy could feel the welts forming on her wrists and was glad that she had a couple days off from the tour. 
Trent forced a leather finger into her mouth, making Amy gag. 


"That's what you taste like," he whispered. 

Amy let out a soft whimper. Trent removed his gloves and picked up a bag of Mini Hershey bars. He 
unwrapped one and placed it Amy's mouth. She ran her tongue over the semi-sweet chocolate bar, savoring 
the taste. Trent unwrapped another bar and slipped it up her pussy. Amy let out a gasp. 

"Does it feel good?" Trent asked, shoving the chocolate further up her pussy. 

"Yes," Amy whispered. 

She could feel the chocolate melting in her pussy. Trent had already positioned herself between her legs, his 
tongue teasing her pink lips. His tongue slipped into her core, tasting sweet chocolate. Amy moaned. He didn't 
stop licking her pussy until all the chocolate was gone. 

"You tasted so sweet," Trent said, kissing Amy. 

Trent had some residue of chocolate on his lips and Amy licked it away. 


"Now to make you scream," he whispered, picking a gleaming knife off the nightstand. 


Amy loved the knife. He never hurt her with it, he just cut her a little in order to taste her blood. Trent 


placed one of his leather gloves in her mouth as a gag. 


"Do you trust me?" Trent asked, 


Amy nodded her head. Trent placed the knife on her upturned shoulder and made a small cut. He watched as 
the crimson blood oozed out. Then he brought his mouth to her wound and sucked it dry. 


“Taste sweeter than chocolate," he said, releasing her from the cuffs. 


He traced the purple-red welts on her wrists and kissed them. Amy took the glove out of her mouth and 


wrapped her arms around Trent. 
"| didn't push you too far did |?" he asked, 


"No, | love being pushed to the edge," she said, running her fingers through Trent's black hair. 


